I filled a pot with housecats. The pot was my biggest. Still, there were a lot of cats. They didn't seem to mind being in the pot. I knew they weren't tuna. But I needed to make tuna salad. And all I had were cats. Cats always seem to be around and underfoot, winding Pepper is a must. But not salt. Canned tuna is very salty, you may have noticed. As I was not using canned tuna, but cats instead, I debated whether or not to add salt. Capers are quite salty. So are cured olives. I prefer pitted kalamata olives marinated in red wine and rosemary. I wasn't feeling so feisty that I was inclined to add pitted kalamata olives marinated in red wine and rosemary.
Nonetheless, I opened the fridge to take a look.
My fridge is an old one that, at a glance, may remind you of a 1957 Cadillac convertible. It has aerodynamic contours and a lot of chrome. Like an old automobile, it also has rusty sides. I used to feel self-conscious about owning an old fridge with rusty sides. I thought I should have a stainless steel fridge. It seems everybody does. But then I considered my prospects for retirement?which seem to grow slimmer by the day. I considered, too, the great number of cats I have to feed. After that, I decided I could live with my old fridge.
Then, in a perverse, slightly defiant mood, I contemplated naming my fridge because, when the motor kicks in, the thing shudders and Could an entree be more unruly? Oh well, I told myself. Now is not the time to lose heart! So I added pepper. Let the cats sneeze! I thought. And, yes, let them complain when stirred. These are hard times and some days we do our best when, with only a few things at hand, we simply make do.
